So                 JOHN HENRY NEWMAN      •          1822
And then as to the very trial itself, there is nothing in any way to fear. ' All things work together for good to those -who love God/ I am firmly and rootedly persuaded of this. Everything that happens to them is most certainly the very best, in every light, that could by any possibility have happened-God will give good. I will do as much as I can, and then ± have nothing to apprehend. This is indeed a privilege, for it takes away all care as to the future.
His other gifts
All bear the royal stamp that speaks them His, And are august; but this transcends them all.
To his sister Harriett he tells of the end of a successful-career, with what may be supposed a personal warning.
January 19, 1822-
I informed you in my last that Dr. Hodson was very ill-He died yesterday morning. Having attained the Headship of Erasenose, the Regius Chair of Divinity, and a Canonry of Ch. Ch. ; when all men looked on in expectation of -vvliat* would come next, in the height of his influence with IXDI-CL Grenville and Lord Buckingham, he is suddenly taken ill, a/nxl in. a few days died.
I trust I ask sincerely, Give me nothing which will in any way delay me in my Christian course ; and such prayers G ocl is accustomed, and promises, to grant.
To his Mother he writes on attaining his majority :
March 6, 1822.
Thank you for your very kind letter. When I turn to look at myself I feel quite ashamed of the praise it contains, so numerous and so great are the deficiencies that even I ca,ix see. There is an illusion in the words 'being of age' whiclt is apt to convey the idea of some sudden and unknown change. That point, instead of being gained by the slow and silent* progress of one, and twenty years, seems to divide, by some strongly marked line, the past from the to-come. . . . iNTois that I am sorry so great a part of life is gone—would that all were over I—but I seem now more left to myself, and when I reflect upon my own weakness I have cause to shudder.
Not unnaturally, his Mother thinks the tone of the last; line morbid. Out of the midst of troubles of her own—whicla, )tt.ur«if Jin* l«> **- «.»j.v
